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Helen Hoyt 



Slipping over the road, 
Now hastening, now slowed, 
Hanging to their wheels half askew, 
Purple and black on the road's oiled blue. 

Some with the soft swish of a lady's train 
Pass quietly, with sleek disdain ; 
Enameled, glistening and neat, 
Moving by on dainty feet; 
Every whirling wheel 
Steadfast and genteel. 

Now a broad bulging lounging fellow 

Painted bright in black and yellow, 

Wobbling under his merry weight; 

And now one comes with terrible lumbering gait ; 

And one rushes by 

Straight as a bird through the sky 

In the sun. 

Shining progression, 

Ceaseless procession, procession .... 

Splendor goes striding by, 

Beauty goes sliding by, 

In the sun, in the sun. 

BY THE LAKE 

Wash from me all my weariness, waters; 
Wash from me all my thoughts and purposes ; 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Wash from me all my desires and dreams and hopes, 
And drown them in your old monotony! 

Oh, take me from myself and let me lose myself ! 
Let this incessant churning against the rocks — 
This clumping, clumping, clumping of the water — 
Wash over my brain and wash my brain away! 

Till I am left at last empty of all that I was, 
All that I knew or was or wished to be : 
Left empty and content and uncontending ; 
Languorous, and numbed and lulled asleep. 



NIGHT 

The room seems hushed and apart, 
A piece out of the night. 
Something stirs in my heart 
That never comes in the light: 

Thought of the earth, of how old 
And how large it lies in the dark 
And through the darkness is rolled- 
Vastness, empty, stark, 

Terrible and unreal, 

Wide about where I lie. 

Is this how children feel 

When the dark makes them cry? 
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